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" O, waesuck I should I be vaunty ? 
My muse is Just a Rosinante : 
She stammers forth wi' hilchin' canter, 
Sagely intent on strange adventure, 
Yet, sae uncouth in garb and feature, 
She seems the fooIiOI Literature. 
But least the Critic's birsie besom 
Soop aff this cant of Egotism, 
1 11 sidelins hint— na, bauldly tell. 
I whyles think something o' myser: 
Else, wha the deil wad fash to scribble, 
Expecting scorn for a' his trouble.' 
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Diffidently as these humble aspirations after the beau- 
tiful in Scottish song are offered to the public — and to 
give the honourable critic full scope, should the following 
pages be considered worthy of criticism, to censure what 
maj be thought inapposite to what is demanded by the 
age we live in — ^the author considers it necessary to state 
that he is entirely responsible for both sentiment and 
moral. Moreover, the pieces composing this little volume 
having been written as a kind of harmless recreation by 
an unlettered artizan during the hours of relaxation 
from labour, the publication of them in a collective form 
was not looked upon as a matter of such importance as 
to excite the desire of having the manuscript placed for 
amendment into the hands of a regular Literateur. If, 
Aerefore, the presumption of the author, or the oddities 



<H^^^^^^:^ — ^ 






PREFATORY NOTE. 



and imperfections of the children of his fancy, ere 
sneer, he ha.s but himself to blame. 

A knowledge of the evcry-day pursuits of the 
poser of these Lays would, to the general reader, 
matter of small importance, while, in this plac< 
opinion expressed on men and manners might be de 
both arrogant and superfluous ; nevertheless, and i 
only page he may ever again have under his contro 
author will perhaps be ])ardoned for i-ecording his 
found respect for Intellectual Worth in whatever 
it may appear — ^whatsoever station of life it may a( 
under whatever banner it may. wield the pen, the ] 
or the chisel ; whatsoever creed or clime it may 
as its own ; and whether it be found alternately soo 
and creating cares under the tatters of lowly indi^ 
or shedding a halo around the brows of Im 
dignity. 

J. 



Broad Street, Alloa. 



K. 
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The moon gaed wadin' owre the lift, 

The snaw in divots fell, 
An' like the wull-cat's dreesome din, 

The lum gi'ed mony a yell ; 
An' waukrife scream'd the bieldless bird, 

An' fiaff't its flaket bouk, 
An' whirrin' thro' the leafless trees. 

The frozen brake forsook ; 
" Gnid guide us aye !" quo' auld Dunrod, 

" An' shield us a' frae hami, 
I hear a ^dnnin' i' the blast ! — 

' Let in a wander'd bairn ! ' " 
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" tak* the puir wee wand'ier in I 

Was heard frae ilka tongae. 
While frae the bairnie's tautit hak 

The frozen crystals hung. 
An' canld an' blae her gentie han's, 

Her feet a' tash'd an' torn, 
An' duddie bare her brats o' daes, 

Unlike a nicht o' storm. 
An' 'wilder'd roVd her watery een, 

That nane the tale conld learn 
That tanld o' chillin' scaith an' wae, 

To that wee wander'd bairn. 



The anld gnidwife, wi' kindly words, 

The hameless wand'rer cheered, 
An' frae the cozie ingle nenk 

The grumblin' collie steer'd. 
Ilk songh that shook the lanely bield, 

The smorin' cluds sent down, • 
That gar'd the kindly wifie's heart 

Wi' kindlier feelin's stoun ; 
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For artless was the sonsie face, 
TVad thoVd a heart o' aim, 

To see the trinklin' tear-draps fa* 
0' that wee wander'd'bainu 

But nane e'er kent the wand'rer's tale, 

Tho' months an' years gaed past, 
Sin' first the lanelj mnirlan' bield 

Had screen'd her frae the blast ; 
An' wooers cam' to seek the han'. 

The lily han' that strove 
To mak' her foster-ether's hame 

The hame o' peace an' love ; 
But aye the tear-drap dunm'd her e'e, 

Tho' ne'er a ane could learn 
The saikless sorrows that oppress'd 

Dnnrod's wee wander'd bairn. 



Now simmer clad ilk bower an' brake ; 

An' thirlin' owre the lea, 
The lintie sang a lichtsome lilt 

0' love an' liberty. 
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To roam amang the snawy flachts 

That spsdrged the speckled lift, 
The lav'rock left its leesome lair, 

An' bathed its head in licht ; 
An' sweetly smiled the loved o' a.% 

Nae mair wi' thocht forfaim, 
For lady o* Ardgowan ha' 

Was now the wander'd bairn. 

Saft pity aft a balm has brocht 

To lanely widow'd grief, 
An' kindred waes ha'e aften socht 
» In kuidred tears relief. 
\Vi' fortune's favours aft comes pride, 

Wi' fortune's frowns despair. 
An' often has the pauchty breast 

Been torn wi' grief an' care ; 
But ne'er the kindly feelin' hearts 

That could owre sorrow yearn, 
Had cause to rue the love they show'd 

To that wee wander'd bairn. 
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Wiaiie men. 

Nae silks nor satins I '11 put on, 

Nae flowers shall bloom for mc — 

But Lady Alva's snawy web * 

My winding-sheet shall be. 

The fruits o' sinfu' lemenry, 

The wiles o' weirdless men, 

Hae sear'd the heart an' tum'd the head 

0' bonny Katie Glen. 

The plantin's eerie shade I '11 seek, 
Aboon the Fairies' Bum, f 
For there my maiden vows I brak, 
And there I '11 sit and mourn — 



Lady Alva's Wsb— a stripe of snow which may often be seen when 

imer is far advanced, on the slope of one of the Ochil Hills, above the 

%ge of Alva ; and so called from its resemblance to a web of linen un- 

going the process of bleaching. 

Trb Fahubs' Burn— a streamlet in the vicinity of Alloa, where, ac- 

iing to tradition. Queen Mab and her elfin train were wont 

*• To pu' the roses braw, 
And the blossoms that hing frae the rowan tree 
As white as the drifted snaw." 
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Where firien' nor fae may pity me. 
For nane on earth shall kea 
The waefti' tale o' lememy, 
0' bonny Katie Glen. 



My Willie lo'ed me lang an' weel. 
An' fain my han' wad hae ; 
Alake for woman's fickleness 
To mak' a fond heart wae. 
Eilbagie's goud had glammer in % 
His cozie but an' ben — 
A lyart lairdie's sinfii' love, 
Was a' to Katie Glen. 



Alake for woman's fickleness t 
Alake that love should dee ! — 
Anealh the canld an' cmel scorn 
0' witchin' woman's ee. 
The gray clud hovers on the brae. 
An' owre the buskie den, 
Where WilKe brak his manly heart 
For love o' Katie Glen, 
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We parted on the broomie Ams, * 

Nae mair to meet on earth ; 

Oh, wha wad marry sin an' shame, 

To loyalty an' worth! 

We parted at nicht's nurkest hour, 

But we shall meet agen, 

Where sin an' sorrow winna scaith 

The joys o' Katie Glen. 



* ARN8-BBAB.--The ingenious James Kennedy, author of " Olenochil,** 
in a note to that poem, hints at the probabilily of AUoa having derived 
its name firom Aloa, an Automnal feast observed by the Romans ; and as 
there is a mount at the west end of " Ams-Brae" bearing some resem- 
blance to those at Dunipace, and evidently artificial, it may not perhaps 
be going too fiir to suppose that the appellation was derived from an altar 
which mig^t have been erected at this place to one of the rural deities, to 
commemorate the first observance of a Country Kim in this part of Scot- 
land. Be that as it may. Historians and Antiquaries concur in making 
one division of the Roman Army, a.d. 83, cross the Firth of Forth at the 
Throsk Ford, about two miles west from Alloa, and as the line of march 
observed by Agricola, in this memorable campaign, is conjectured by the 
learned to have been regulated by the course of the Devon, the Ams-Brae 
and the Gubber being the nearest rising grounds east of the Throsk Ford, 
from which an idea of the adjacent country could be obtained, we may 
conceive that the prospect from either elevation must have struck the Ro- 
man soldiers as possessing charms which perhaps no other country could 
boast of; and cold indeed must his temperament be whose heart does not 
glow with patriotism and devotion to 

" the virgin land 
Of the fearless heart and the fetterless hand,** 



Yestreen I dreamt we met aneath 

Our bomiy trystin' tree, * 

An* waefti' waefti' was the look, 

My lost love cuist on me. 

The het tears trickled owre my cheek, 

As frae yon boskie den, 

My Willie pu'd a withered flower 

To gie his Katie Glen. 



on beholding the rich and varied scenery of the Valley of the Devon, and 
the silvery and serpentine windings of the Forth from the rising grounds 
above Alloa. And he who could return from a day's ramble among our 
ever green Ochils, ere 

** Autumn has laid her sickle by," 

without having fiucied he had ex\joyed a glimpse of a foirer scene than 
even this beautiful world can afford, may be great in many respects, but it 
is humbly presumed that he must be a stranger to those joys which the 
lovers of nature can, at all seasons, and under every visitation of Provi- 
dence, partake of. 

* Katlb Olen's Treb— which stood on the Arns-Brae, was cut down 
some years ago, to the regret of a considerable number of the lovers of an- 
tiquity. From its proximity to the pleasure-grounds of Alloa House, the 
all-accomplished, but ill-starred, Mary Queen of Scots, who, it is well 
known, passed some of her early years at this ancient seat of the Mar 
family, might have under the branches of the venerable *' trystin' tree," 
imbibed that love for the beautiful which so much adorned her character 
in after life. 







We datmder'd 'neath the craw-trees' shade, 
Nae mair to taste o' bliss — 
For caulder than the Ochil breeze 
Was Willie's partin' kiss ; 
Nae caulder is a sinfh' waii, 
Where leal hearts canna fen ; 
Bat death 'ill mak a cozie beil 
For bonny Katie Glen. 



Hk scented bower blooms bonnily, 

Wi' sangs the woodlands ring ! 

But ne'er again 1 11 set a fit 

Where nettles dinna spring. 

I &in wad hear the dead-bells soun', 

Its welcome sough I 'd ken, 

An' soon the gloomy grave will close 

Owre bonny Katie Glen. 




DORIC LAYS. 



A LAY OF THK COVKNANT. 

" Gdidman," quo' the wifie, " the canld sough blaws eer 
Gae steek ye the winnock, for danger I dree ; 
The bluidhounds o' Clavers, forebodm' m* dreary, 
I Ve heard on the blast owre the snaw-covert lea — 
A stranger I Ve seen through the dusk o' the gloamin', 
Uncovert I saw the auld wanderer kneel ; 
My heart fill'd, as waefu' I heard him bemoanin' 
The cauld thrawart fate o* the lyart an' leal." 



The bleeze frae the ingle rose sparklin' an' cantie, 
The dean aiken buffet was set on the floor ; 
She thoughtna her ark o' the needfti' was scanty, 
But sigh'd for the wanderer she saw on the moor. 
^^ Ah I wae for the laud where the cauld cMs maun shelt 
The warm heart that wishes our puir kintra weel ; 
In thy bluid, bonny Scotland, the tyrant maun welter, 
The^&ggot maun bleeze roun' the lyart an' leal." 
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The tear owre her cheek rowed — ^the amnry stood open — 
She laid out her sma' store wi' sorrowfh' heart — 
The goidman a grace owre the mercies had spoken, 
Whan a tirl at the door made the kind wifie start. 
** I 'm weary," a voice cried, " I 'm hameless and harmless, 
The canld wintry blast, oh ! how keenly I feel — 
I 'm guiltless, I 'm guileless, I 'm friendless, an' baimless, 
Nae blnid 's on my hands," qno the lyart an' leal. 

'' Ye 're welcome, anld carle, come ben to the ingle, 
For snell has the blast been, an' canld ye maun be ; 
In the snaw-drift sae helpless ye gar'd my heart dinnel: — 
Ye H share onr pair comforts, nae dainties hae we. 
A warm sowp I 've made ye, expectin' your comin', 
like you for the waes o' puir Scotland we feel. 
Bat death soon will end a' our wailin' an' moanin', 
An' youth come again to the lyart an' leal." 



She dichted a seat for the way-wearit stranger. 
An' smilin' he sat himsel' down by the hearth — 
^< The man wha our sins bore was laid in a manger, 
Nae Prelate prodaim'd the mild innocent's birth. 
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Thus spak' the anld wanderer, his een glistVt wildly, 
A sigh then escaped for the cause he lo'ed weel — 
The wifie drew closer, and spak' to him mildly, 
But breathless an' cauld was the Ijart an' leal. 



«^^MM^^^^^^^M^»MM^^K^ 



I 'm weary o' the lang nichts, 

0' winter's frost an' snaw ; 
I 'm weary o' the whistlin' winds, . 

That round our biggin blaw. 
I 'm weary o' the brattlin' blast, 

Wi' wailin's loud an' deep ; 
That bends the saplin' to the swaird. 

And breaks my baimie's sleep. 

Oh when will summer come again, 
Wi' warblin's saft an' sweet — 

To hymn a spirit worn wi' care, 
To sorrow's last retreat ? 
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Fu' fain I 'd bid the flowers fareweel — 

The bushes clad in green ; 
I 'd tell the tale o' what I Ve tyned — 

The happy days I Ve seen. 

I 'm weary o' the lang nichts, 

0' winter's wind an' weet ; 
I 'm weary o' the stormy blast, 

0' winter's snaw an' sleet ; 
For fain I 'd lay my sorrows down, 

When gowans deed the dell. 
Three summer's flowers hae bloom'd an' died, 

Since I hae been myseF. 

I 'm weary o' the lang nichts. 

They bring sae sair to min', 
The day my Willie gaed awa. 

And a' I 've tint sin' syne ; 
Sae lang an' lanesome is the nicht — 

Th6 dooliu' nicht to me, 
That frae the gloamin' to the dawn 

I canna bou an ee. 
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Oh weary fa' the reivers, 

Wha reft me o' my love ; 
They kentaa o' the constancy 

A woman's heart can prove ; 
They hadna seen the bnmin' tear, 

In secret sorrow shed. 
Nor kent they o' the thorns that strew 

The wae-wom widow's bed. 

To share the weird o' war wi' them, 

They forced my love to sea ; 
And ye are a', my saikless wean, 

They 've left to lanely me. 
But soon the sod will cover me, 

Nae mair thy bread to earn — 
Then wha on earth will care for theeI 

A puir wee friendless bairn ! 



Then wha will tent thee, winsome dear, 

Thy fairy footsteps lead? 
Then wha will hap an' hand thee hale. 

When I am wi' the deidf 
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Then wha will watch when thou art wae, 

To dry my dantie's ee ? 
I maun gie o'er sic sinfa' thochts-^ 

I 'U live, my halm, for thee ! 
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Causes Courtjafli^ ; 



A DIALOOUB BJrtWBXN A BXSOM CAOOKB AND A tlSHWOM AN. 



8cMn»^The Avid Brig, JOoa, 



CADGER. 

Lassie wi' the creel, 

Can ye lo'e a cadger, 
Licht o' heart an' heel. 

Fain to be your lodger? 
Wooers like yoursel' 

Ye may hae in dizens, 
Nane my wealth may tdl— 

Wh-ar-'U buy besoms? 
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FISHWOMAN. 

Gruesome, auld an' lame, 

Duma fleitch an' flatter, 
Siller I hae nane 

In your gaet to scatter. 
Up an' doun I gang 

'Mang the gentle bodies, 
Roarin' loud an' lang — 

Wh-a-'Il buy baddies ? 



CADGER. 



Let me pree your mou' ; 

Dinna fidge an' swither. 
Time enough to rue 

When we gang thegither ; 
Come, ye dorty thing. 

Let us weet our wizens. 
Owre our drappie smg — 

Wh-a-'U buy besoms ? 
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FISHWOMAN. 

Touch me for your life ; 

Dinna pu' my apron ; 
A' the fools in Fife 

Couldna match your cap*rin. 
Gang ye to the bent, 

Cuddle wi' your cuddies, 
There ye *re better kent — 

Wh-a-'U buy baddies ? 
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CADGER. 

Gljuket thing, ye '11 rue, 

Sairly ye 'U repent it, 
If the tether 's fu' 

Ne'er afore I kent it. 
Less micht mak' ye fain ; 

Drouth the timmer seasons, 
I 'II ca' back again — 

Wh-ar-'ll buy besoms I 
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FISHWOMAN. 

We '11 no hae maut an' meal, 

Frae Crail to Tullibody, 
When I go to the deil 

On a cadger's cuddy. 
Sae airt yoursel' awa 

Wi' a' your tatter'd duddies ; 
A fummart ye would staw — 

B-u-y caller haddies. 




^ #u' ipaan'0 ^olOooug ; 

RRNDSRRO INTO RHYMC. 

Scene— ^ms Brae. Tiuk— Midnight. 

Confound that Cambus whisky, 
I canna move a fit ; 

I 

My knees they knoit the^ther sae, ' 
And down I dauma sit ; — 
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For I micht sleep my hin'most sleep- 
But, losh, I conna gang ! 

The like o' this I^ never saw — 
I 'm a'thegither wrang. 

That 's snrdy no a coach I hear, 

Hrwhirrin' owre the stanes ; 
I '11 airt my book ayont the dyke, 

For fear o' broken banes. 
Down, heels owre head, into the ditch, 

I Ve floundered wi' a bang ! 
Confound that Cambus whisky — 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. 



Twa horns o' Knox's best I drank, 

Twa mae frae Willie Bell, 
And, for to baud my stamach bet, 

Anither frae the stell ; 
But when I smelt the caller air, 

Ae fit I couldna gang ; — 
Confound that Cambus whisky— 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. 
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I shouldna like the minister 

Would see how laich I 'm laid ;, 
Nor would I wish my fellest fae 

To share my glaurie bad ; 
And naething waur I 'd wish on them 

'Bout me wha'd ma^k' a sang ; — 
Confound that Cambus whisky — 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. 

Tliat 's surdy no the Redwell-buss, 

Loup, lott{Mn' owre the brae ; — 
I wish some kindly-hearted soul 

Wad bring a pickle strae : 
Hech, sirs ! I ne'er was trysted sae, 

Tho' aft I Ve haen a dram ; — 
Confound that Cambus whisky — 

I 'm a'thegitiier wrang. 



I 've fairly brak' the pledge I doubt, 
And, should the mnne appear, 

The very stanes wi' truth may tell, 
That I hae gat my beer; — 




Bat what wad sober Sandy saj, 
Whom I gar't ride the stang? 

Oonfoiind that Oambte whisky — 
I 'm a'thegithar wrang. 



That ^8 snrdly no the mane I see, 

Blink, blinkin' thro' the wads ; 
Gae doon, for godesake, diana shine 

Outowre my draigled duds. 
It 's jost the mane ; ocb hey ! och hey ! 

Coold I but creep or gang ! 
Confoand that Cambns whisky — 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. 



It 's sordy past twal hours at e'en, 

But be it late or ear' ; 
0' stell an' steep, o' dnbb an' ditch, 

I 've had an unco share ; 
Weel, be it sae ; the pin maun out, 

Tho' aften wi* a bang ; — 
Confound that Oambus whisky — 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. ^ 
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This sardj is a ptmishment, 

For sli^tin' nature's gifts ; 
For oh how fear the wee drap drink 

The bnrden'd spirit lifts, 
Aboon the miser^s hoarded heaps. 

The blust'ring bigot's ban : — 
Bat I hae gane ajont the score-^ 

I 'm a'thegither wrang. \ 



^^^■^^^^>»M»^^^»^rf*^^fc 



Am— <* BfgkUma fFaUA," or MarOi tnOeASd RtgrnenL 

AuLD Babbie sat wi' tearfu' een — 

Wi' rankled brow, and pale — ' 
Lamentin' owre what ance he 'd been, 

Wi' mony a sich and wail ; 
An' Mirren yerk't her spinning wheel. 

An' tauld him no to fret, . 
Quo' she, " tho' poortith sair we feel, 

We '11 a' be brawly yet.' 
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" Mirren ! Mirren ! forty years 

Wi' mony a stormy blast — 
Tho' fyart noo wi' toil and tears — 

Thegither we hae past, 
Since first tbe simmer sun o' life 

On our yonng hopes has set ; — 
Then dinna tell me noo, goidwife, 

Ttot we 'U be bra^y yet." 

'' Gndeman ! gademan ! frae e'en to mom 
'Bout warldly gear ye pine, 

An' sae wad ye had ye been bom 
To heir a gowden mine ; 

Ha'e we no had o' health our share ? — 
An' aften ha'e ye set 

A wilfu' snare for grief and care- 
But we '11 be brawly yet !" 



" tell na me o' what I 've been, 
Owre what I 'm left to moum ; 

tell na me that sunken een 
Can e'er to joy return. 



.«^^ 
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Nor caa this heart renew its life, 

These Ijart locks their jet ; 
Then dinna tell me noo, goidwife, 

That we 'U be brawly yet. 

^^ feckless eild, can e'er ye look 

Wi' pleasure owre the past? 
Or smile on memory's sakeless book 

When duds your joys o'ercast? 
The bairns that cheer'd our lichtsome hearth 

How can I e'er fofrget I — 
They 're gane ! an' lown's the voice o' mirth, 

Or we 'd be brawly yet" 



" Gudeman, gae lift your thochts aboon 

This cauldrife warld o' care, 
An' seek, throu^ Gude, baith late an' soon, 

A balm for your despair ; 
An' let ilk qualm o' youthfh' shame 

W? penitence be met ; 
Nae mair your luckless fortune blame. 

An' we *11 be brawly yet." 
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^' My ain gndewife ! my dear gadewife ! 

Nae mair my £ulin's name ; 
I 'U bless, through a' my after life, 

The day I brought ye hame. 
To be a leadin' star to me ; 

Then ne'er agam 1 11 fret, 
To a' your wishes I 'U agree — 

An* we 'U be brawly yet." 

One of the Writer's diildren is supposed chftttering to a Pigeon which 
has frequented the window-sUl for several years. 

Pease Charley, Pease Charley, poor birdie come in. 
To towt ye or tash ye would be a great sin, 
And while I can get ony mooKn's or barley, 
Ye 11 no want a gebbiefu', pretty Pease Charley. 



Toots, toots, noo ye 're just like a sweetie-wife haverin'. 
But weel I 'm acquaint wi' your cooin' and daverin' — 
I think ye wad sing, but atweel ye 're nae singer. 
And the clout ye hae taen aff my sair cuttit finger. 
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Hech, sirs ! sicna din and a fyke as ye mak', 
0* fleechin' and fraikin' ye Ve got a guid nack ; 
And as your surtoo winna spoil wi' the rain, 
Just gang to your wife till ye 're hungry agsdn. 



Ye 're aff noo, ye roguie, ye 're aff to your hame, 
Its braw to be you wi' a weel theiket wame — 
While somebody's balm may hae naething to tak', 
And jimply a dud for to cover its back. 



My mither aye says, " weans be cheerfii* but lowly, 
And learn frae the foolish the price o' their folly ; 
What need we be pridefu' when lady and laird 
Maun sleep wi' the worms in the eerie kirk-yard?" 

1 11 learn to be thrifty and do a' I can, 
(Tho' I mayna mak' siller), to be a guid man ; 
My breeks may be duddy, my back may be bare, 
But wi' the poor body my last bite I 'U share. 
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mBraCTFULLV DVDtCATMD TO TBM " ORBKVOCK FOLK.** 

6a£ sing 0* saunts an' seers o' auld — 

. Nae patron saunt hae we — 

Our fidthers maskt their hamert mant, 

An* drank its halesome bree ; 
An* as their drouth they slokent down, 

They sang wi* cantie glee — 
" Oh ! stately fair may flourish aye, 

Our bonny green aik tree." 

An' 'neath its spreadin' branches wide. 

When storms our lift o'ercast, 
May buirdly duels for aye be rear'd 

To brave ilk threatened blast ; 



* Contribated to the " Greenock Advertiier/' November 1842. 
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An' when a foreign son they tread, 

Or stem the briny sea, 
The homely chorus let them raise — 
. Onr bonny green aik tree. 

Oh ! ne'er may pleasure warm the heart, 

Nor beauty smile to bless 
The bairn whA slights a mither's hearth, 

Nor langs her han' to press — 
Wha thinks na o' his kindly hame, 

Tho' distant far be he, 
That wadna then the chorus raise — 

Our bonny green aik tree. 



Our faithers drank their nappy yill. 

Our gaucy mithers span ; 
Bk lassie busket trig and braw. 

To win a young gudeman ; 
An' as they trippet fair an' fond. 

They sang wf lightsome glee — 
Our sunny shore, our broomy braes. 

An' bonny green aik tree. 
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A crooket steeple tower'd na then 

Aboon our neighbour toun ; 
The baimies toddled thro' the ^en 

To pu* the gowden broom, — 
Whan circlin' roun, ilk grassy knowc, 

Thej sang wi' blithesome glee — 
That ne'er a pottet heU wad hing 

Aneath their green aik tree. 




*i^^^^^>\<i^»<»<»»S^<»^»^^ 
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When wintry winds 
' Blaw loud and shrill, 
And streamers spang the lift ; 

When ower Demjrat's craigy crest 
The frosty vapours drift, 

Sae vauntingly, sae wantonly. 
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We 'U ca' the bicker roun', 
. TUl 'neath the soothin' spirit's spell, 
T^e cares o' life gae dow, 

Then hey the quaich, anld Scotland's qnaich, 
A reamin' qojaich for me ! 
A canty fiien* 
To meet at e'en 
Ower cakes and barley bree. 

Thc'bahny breeze 
Amang the trees, 
May win our hearts to love ; 

And beauty's power, in evil hour, 
May weighty woes remove : 

But when misfortune's bitin' blast 
Wad freeze the warmest heart. 

The reamin' quaich, the beamin' quaich. 
Can other joys impart. 

Then hey the quaich, auld Scotland's quaich, 
The cantie quaich for me ! 
A couthie frien' , 

To meet at e'en 
Ower cakes and barley bree. 



^-Ky^-yy^'. 
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My heath'ry hame 
Nae slavish strain 
Shall waken frae the lyre — 

The lyre that gars ilk carkin' care 
Wi' melody expire ; 

Thy thistle waves aboon the graves, 
Where sleep the honour'd dead ; 
The heroes o' the covenant, — 
For Scotland's weel wha bled. 

Then here 's a health, my mountain land, 
A health, my hame to thee, 
Auld Scotland's hills, 
Her siller lills, 
Her cakes and barley bree. 



jT« 



Weel may we sing 

0' crystal spring, 
0' lake and mountain blue ; 

Our heath-clad hames hae happy hearths, 
Whilk freemen weel may lo'e. 

And wild and free for aye shall be 
The theme o' Scottish lyre, » 
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And soft shall be its melody, 
When tuned to chaste desire. 

Then here 's a health, my heather land, 
A reamin' health to thto ! 
And ne'er may tyne, 
Ae son o' thine, 
His cakes and barley brce. 



Onr lassies leal, 

In ha' or shiel', 

A fairy-footed train. 

Forever may their virtues blend 
Wi' Scottish minstrels' strain. 

Should foes invade, in glen and glade 
They 11 find a bloody grave. 

Our ^^ altars and our hearths " shall be 
The watchword oi^the brave. 

Then here 's a health, my father land, 
A health, my hame to thee, 
Auld Scotland's hills. 
Her siller riUs, 
Her cakes and barley bree. 



lE^e WLiSeU let WUdma. 
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My baimies, we Ve a weary fecht 

In this fair warl' o' ours, 

Where some are bom to sleep on thorns 

And ithers amang flowers ; 

And where the worthless o' the earth 

Are owre us aften set, — 

Sae, dearies, when ye 've bite an' bield, 

The poor, oh ! ne'er forget. 



We envy aft the pauchty proud 

Wi' a' their gaudy gear, 

And aften, 'midst our ceaseless toils. 

The road to fortune spier. 

But, shooting wi' a feckless bow, 

The mark we seldom hit, — 

Sae, dearies, when ye 've bite and bicld. 

The helpless ne'er forget. 
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It is na aye the eident han', 

Nor willin' wight, that wears 

The best days o' a waesome life 

In sorrow, toil, and tears — 

Wha gets the butter'd cake to eat, 

The honey pats to lick, — 

Sae, dearies, when ye 've bite an' bield, 

The poor, oh ! ne'er forget. 

The fool, a' taivert fools aboon, 

I 

By silly snools ador'd, 

Wha clavers an' wha clashes to 

My lady and my lord. 

For a' his fraiks an' wylie gaits 

Gets, owre the shins a kick, — 

Gif e'er he asks ye for a bite 

His failin's a' forget. 



The fykie afiben mak' a din 
About — they kenna what — 
An' aye their fingers they mann hae 
Into ilk neighbours pat ; 
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Tho' aft their sonple tongues they scaud 
When till 't they gang owre het, — 
In pity let their fauts abee 
And ne'er their wants forget. 

We hae a tangled hasp to win' 

In this anld-farrant warl', 

Where wylie loons mann frae the leal 

Aye tak' the ither harl, 

TiU mourning owre a waefu' weird 

The kindly heart maun break, — 

Noo, dearies, when ye 've bite and bield, 

The poor ye 11 ne'er forget. 



^t/^V^^^^^^AA^^k^^V^^-s^ 



A KUR8SRY BHYMB. 

Dauted dearie, round me toddlin', 
Fu' o' fun, sae fond o' hobblin', 
Wha your like has ever seen ? 
Smear'd wi' candy owre the een. 





44 



DORIC LAYS. 



Gaiklin', wheetlin', glaikit thing, 
Fond to hear thj mither ang, 
Kiss me, kiss me ; oh to be 
Half as free o' care as thee ! 




Teasin', pleasin' butterba', 
Wi' a bosie like the snaw, 
E'en as gleg as keerie hawk, 
And a brow as white as canlk ; 
Aft I think when we 're our lane, 
What I 'U mak' my laddie wean, 
Kissin', blessin', fond to prove, 
A' a mither's care and love. 

Craw, wee cockie, mak' a din, 
Fools think less o' wark than whi. 
Crack yonr fingers, dauted toddler. 
Kiss me, kiss me, bonny cuddler ; 
When ye grow a muckle man, 
Gatherin' a' the gear ye can, 
Will ye think how fond how fain, 
" Mam " was o' her laddie wean ? 
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Air—" The MiOer €f Dee: 



Now, baimies, mind your mother's words, 

For kind to yon she 's been, 
And mony a wankrife night she 's had 

To keep ye tosh and clean — 
And mony a shift she 's ta'en to mak' 

Her sonsie stouries braw ; 
For through her landy widowhood 

Her back 's been at the wa', 
But ye 11 yet cheer the widow's hearth, 

And dry her watery een. 
And when ye Ve bairnies o' your ain, 

Ye 11 mind what ye ha'e been. 



The bitter sneer o' witless pride, 

In sorrow ye maun thole, 
Sae lang as poortith on our hearth 
Cours owre a cauldrife coal ; 
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But when ye 've brought your heads aboon 

Your dour, your early lot, 
And rowing grit wi' happiness, 

Your cares ye 've a' forgot ; 
Then cozie mak' the widow's hearth, 

And dry her tearfu' een, 
And when ye 've plenty o' your ain, 

Oh, think what ye ha'e been. 



What 's fortune but a passing ^eam 

Of pleasure, toil, and care ; 
The stanie heart, o' warldly gear 

Gets aft the better share ; 
But gi'e ye aye wi' willing heart 

What Mercy sends to cure 
The troubles o' the lowly cot. 

The sorrows o' the poor. 
Then warm the widow's lanely hearth, 

And dry her tearfu' een. 
And when your cup o' pleasure 's fti', 

Oh, think what ye ha'e been. 
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AiRr-" Coming fhrous^ the Rjfe." 



My mother, can I e'er return 

The love I owe to you t 
Can I forget the smile that burst 
Frae 'neath thy doudit brow? 
Whan todlin' round thy widowed hearth 

nk thoughtless tottie's tongue 
Had music in 't to charm the dool 
That owre thine ingle hung? 

Then let me kiss the pearlie draps 

Frae aff that sunken e'e, 
An' press to mine thae withered lips 
That aft ha'e prayed for me. 



A wearie weird ye 've had to dree, 

An eerie lot was thine ; 
A cauldrife warld was laitii to gi'e, \ 

It left thee lane to pine. sj 




Sair sciimp't aye o' fortune's ^fts, 
Ye 've toil'd baith late and ear* ; 
And strove to lift our youthfu' hearts, 
Aboon this warld o' care. 
Then let me kiss the pearlie draps, 

Frae aff that sunken e'e, 
An' press to mine thae withered lips 
That aft ha'e prayed for me. 

The fleichin' tongue was never thine, 

That laithsome falsehood wears ; 
The warldin' kentna what I ken, 

For secret were the tears 
That waukrife mem'iy bade to flow 

Owre love's untimely urn, 
Tliat scaith'd the kntryne o' thy life. 
An' left thee lane to mourn. 

Then let me kiss the pearlie draps 

Frae aff that sunken e'e, 
An' press to mine thae withered lips 
That aft ha'e prayed for me. 
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TO HBB CHILORBN ON TBS APPBOACH OF WDfTBR. 

A BTJBNIN6 snn nae langer shines aboon the greenwood shaw, 
For canldrife winter 'a keddng down throngh donds o' sleet 

and snaw ; 
And the chirping o' the robin gars thy mother's heart be wae 
For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 

Hie cnckoo lang has ta'en his flight for warmer climes than 

ours. 
The nippmg blasts ha'e reft ns o' our sweetly scented flowers ; 
I'm ^ad to see my totties weel, but, oh I my heart is wae 
For the siulor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 



The swallow 's sought a shelter in some smmy southern nook, 
For wed it likes to skim aboon the sparklin' siller brook ; 
Aye when it leaves our hills behind, my heart is ever wae 
For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 
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The corncraik now is never heard amang the rip'ning oon 
The lintio limps sae listlessly beneath the leafless thorn, 
That its chirping and its chirming gars thy mother's heart 1 

wae 
For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on tho brae. 

The bat has made a cozie bield in yon anld castle wa*. 
To dream through lang and eerie nights, if dream it can avi 
And the snell and crispuig cranreuch gars thy mothci 

heart be wae 
For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 



I The bee, the bumming bee, nae mair is heard wi' cheery di 
< IJke summer breezes murmuring outowre the foaming lin ; 
\ The window's spraing'd wi' icy stars, sae weel may we be n 
For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 



^ 



The butterflee nae mair is seen amang the woodland bowen 
Auld baudrons, purring pawkily, ayont the ingle cowers. 
I like to see ilk creature weel, and, oh ! my heart is wae 



For the sailor on the sea, and the shepherd on the brae. 
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We fret at what we ne'er can win, and yaumer at our lot, 
And fractions folk would fractious be, tho' half the world 

they got ; 
Bnt let OS aye contented be, as weel, my bairns, we may. 
When we think upon the sailor, and the shepherd on the brae. 



«^^k^a^^«^«^k^i^l^k^t^«^i^«^h^i^ 
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AiR^** AUUL Langtyne.** 



A CAiniE sang, my auld goidman, 

I '11 lilt wi' lichtsome glee. 
We winna, shanna yaumerin' yirm. 

Though fortune's freaks we dree. 
Sae, stamp your foot — ^mak' sorrow flee. 

And blythely crack your thum's ! 
We 've fouchten sair, baith late an' eai' — 

But he that tholes owrecomes. 
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We Ve be^ thegither, man an' wife, 

For forty years an' mair. 
An' leal we Ve warsled through the warid. 

An' gi'en onr baimies lair. 
An' aye ye 've mnckle thocht o' me, 

Tho' mony hicks an' hums 
Ye 've war'd owre poortitli's antrin dauds — 

But he that tholes owrecomes. 



Sax buirdly chiel's, balth stark and steive, 

And bonny dochters three, 
As. e'er drew huik owre harvest rig, 

Or blest a mither's e'e. 
We 've rear'd an' laired ; an' wed may we 

Think muckle o' our sons, 
For aft their kindness to us proves 

That he who tholes owrecomes. 

Our dochters, women-muckle grown, 

Wi' a' thdr winnin' aui». 
Can thow the icy tags that hing 

About our waUow't hearts. 
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They bind wi' flowers our wrinkled brows — 

Eke out life's brittle thnims, 
An' tell us, bj their smiles o' love, 

That he that tholes owrecomes. 

Sae round about, an^ round about, 

We 11 jump an' dance an' sing ; 
Noo, up an' till 't, my auld guidman. 

We 11 gar the kebars ring. 
Sae, stamp your foot — ^mak' sorrow flee, 

An' gaily snap your thum's, 
A gnid life mak's a happy death, 

An' he that tholes owrecomes. 



0^^^^^^^F^^>^^^^^^^^^S^0i^>^^ 



A MUBtKRY BHTMB. 

Mother's baimie, mother's dawtie, 
Wee, wee steering stumping tottie, 
Bonnie dreamer, — ^guileless glee 
Lights thy black and laughing e'e. 
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Frae thy rosy dimpled cheek — 
Frae thy lips sae saft and sleek, 
Aulder heads than mine might learn 
Truths worth kennin', bonnie balm. 

Grabbing fairie ! fondly smiling ! 
A' a mother's cares beguiling ; 
Peacefu* may thy fortune be, 
Blythesome braird o' purity. 
Ne'er may poortith cauld and eerie 
Mak' thy heart o' kindness wearie ; 
Nor misfortune, sharp and stem, 
Blight thy bloom, my bonny baim. 

Stourie, stoussie, gaudie brierie I 
Dinging a' things tapsalteerie ; 
Jumping at the sunny sheen, 
Flickering on thy pawky een. 
Frisking, lisping, fleeching fay, 
Dinna towt poor baudrons sae ! 
Frae her purring kindness leam 
What ye owe me, bonny baim. 
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W^e §iUep^ iSaint . 



A NURSERY RHYMB. 



The buds now open to the breeze, 

The birds begin to sing, 
The gowan 's keeking thro' the sod, 

To hear the voice o' spring. 

Fa' blythe the mankin mumps the swaird, 

Wi' pleasure in its e'e, 
Or pu's the budding heather bell, 

A type, my wean, o' thee. 

Unnumber'd webs o' fairy weft, 

Wi' pearlie dew-drops weet. 
Are spread owre sprouting furze and fern, 

To bathe my baimie's feet. 

Then dinna dicht, my drousie tot. 

The silken fringe awa'. 
That shades the bonniest e'e o' blue 

That ere fond mother saw ! 
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Twa hours an' mair the gouldie's lilt 
Fve heard sae shrill an' sweet ; 

And mony a thistle tap has fa'n 
Beneath the sangster's feet. 

Then rise, ye rogme ! — dinna think 

That minnie means ye harm, 
Saft kisses for your smiles she 11 gi'e, 

My sweet, wee, sleepy bairn ! 

Down by the bumie's brierie banks. 

Where water-lilies blaw, 
Nae mair is seen the dazzling sheen 

Of sheets o' frost and snaw ; 

But flowers and bowers, wi' balmy shower 

Are budding in the breeze ; 
Nae moumfu' wail o' dowie bu'd 

Is heard amang the trees. 

Then rise, my wee, wee winsome wean ! 

This lesson ye maun learn, 
That spring-time winna bide for thee, 

Nor me, my bonny baun. 




^S 9ul& wase Btan. 



Mv coQthic auld wifie aye blytheeome to see, 
As yetm slip »wa' aye the dearer to me ; 
For ferliea o' fuhion I cvena ae preen, 
; When I cleek to the kiii wi' my anld wifie Jean. 

The thoughts o' the past are aye pleaein' to me, 
And miur sae when love lights my anld wifie'a e'e ; 
For then I cao speak o' the days I hae seen, 
When care found nao hams i' the heart o' my Jean. 

A hantle we 've borno since tbat moment o' bliss. 
Frae thy lips brcaihin' balm when I stole the fiist kt!>» ; 
When I read a response to my vows in thy een. 
And, blnshin', I prest to my bosom my Jean. 
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Like a rose set in snaw was the bloom on thy cheek, 
Thy hair wi' its silken snood glossy and sleek, 
AVhen the Laird o' Drumlochie, sae lithless and lean, 
Wad hae gane a lang mile for ae glisk o' my Jean. 



Thy mither was dead, and thy faither was fain 
That the ladg-laggit lairdie wad ca' thee his ain ; 
But auld age and frailty could ne'er gang atween 
The vows I had niffer't wi' bonnie young Jean. 

I canna weel work, an' ye 're weary an' worn. 
The gudes and the ills lang o' life we hae borne ; 
But we hae a hame, an* we 're cozie and bien. 
And the thrift I 've to thank o' my auld wifie Jean. 



Baith beddin' an* cleadin* o' a' kind ha'e we, 
A sowp for the needy we 've aye had to gie, 
A bite and a di'ap for baith fremit an' frien', 
Was aye the warst wish o' my auld wifie Jean. 




r^- 
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The pnir bieldless body has scugg't the cauld blast, 
' Yont our hallen he 's houf 't till the gurl gaed past, 
An' a bite aff oar board, aye sae tidy an' clean, 
He 's gat wi' gude will frae my auld wifie Jean. 



Oar hopes we ha'e set where oar baimies ha'e gaen ; 
Though lyart we 've grown since they frae us were taen, 
The thoughts o' them yet brings the tears to our een. 
And aft I 've to comfort my auld wifie Jean. 



The paughty and proud hae been laid i' the dust. 
Since the first halrst I shore, since the first dod I cuist ; 
And soon we '11 lie laigh ; but aboon we 've a Frien', 
And bright days are comin' for me an' my Jean. 



^t neetina Crab fiM Croupe. 

Mu$ic bp D. Taylor, 

Ye needna craw sae crouse, my jo, 

For a' your wanton wiles. 
May gar some witless lassie greet. 

Or win anither's smiles. 
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Ye 're no what ye wad hae us think, 
Altho' ye 're mither's pet — 

There 's just as gade fish i' the sea, 
As e'er cam' out o 't yet ! 

Sae dkma let a tear-drap tash 

Your bonnie ruffled sark ; 
For, Bobbie, it would grieve me sair, 

To ^e your mither wark. 
But tak' your staff an' toddle hame. 

Whene'er ye think it fit — 
There 's just as gude fish i' the sea, 

As e'er cam' out o 't yet ! 



Put on your bonnet, Bobbie, lad, ' 

An' dinna hing your brou ; 
But learn to time your tongue awee, 

Ere ye come back to woo. 
An' dinna hing your head sae laich, 

Nor be sae laith to flit — 
There 's just as gude fish i' the sea. 

As e'er cam' out o 't yet ! 
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Confound thae dauted mither's weans, 

They fain would bear the bell, 
An' my bright bean amang the lave, 

Thinks muckle o' himsel'. 
But wi' his havers ne'er again, 

At our fireside he '11 sit — 
There 's just as gude fish i' the sea, 

As e'er cam' out o 't yet ! 




Nae doubt he '11 gang an' tell thro' a', 

How favour'd he has been, 
And how he cnist the glanmer owre, 

A witless lassie's een. 
But' if he taks his ain way o 't, 

He 11 no dee in the pet — 
There 's just as gude fish i' the sea. 

As e'er cam' out o 't yet I 



He's noo awa' for gude an' a' — 
I wish him mndde luck, 

Altho' 1 11 never lout sae laich, 
To lift sae little up ^ 
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Some ane may try my bauchels on — 

I carena tho' they fit — 
There 's just as gnde fish i' the sea ! 

As e'er cam' out o 't yet ! 



^^0mtm^^^^»^*0»0^^t0mm^0*^^0i^^^ 



Wl( m'n iottt ^eitfc to i^ot 



A mmURT RHYME. 



The sultry, sunny summer months 

Are come wi- joy and glee, 
And fhrzy fell, and rashy d^, 

Are fill'd wi' melody ; 
The jovmg rae, fi»e break o' day, 

Now rooms firae brake to bum, 
nien wha would think, my baimies dear, 

That we were nu^e to mourn t 



The butterflee has flung awa' 

The shell that bound it fast, 
An' screen'd it fi:ae the chilling breeze — 

The winter's bitter blast ; 
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How like some moths o' mortal mould, 
It flutters romid its wm. ! — 

But dmnsk think, my baimies dear, 
That we were made to momn. 

The lav'rock frae his dewy bed, 

Wi' lilts o' peace and love, 
The cottar tells, wi' a' his toils. 

How lightsome life may prove ; 
Nae care kens he but smgs the joys 

That in his breastie bom, — 
Hien wha would say, my baimies dear, 

That we were made to mourn ? 



The song of nature's happiness 

Is heard o'er meadows green. 
And opening to the firesh'mng breeze 

The blawart's bell is seen ; 
The fragrance o some Eastern dime 

Is frae our plantin's borne, — 
Then wha can think, my baimies dear. 

That we were made to mourn ? 
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The kye in languid listlessness 

Now seek the caller brook, 
The streamlet's speckled citizens 

Now shun the barbed hook. 
Oh ! wha would grasp a gilded lure, 

And nature's riches spurn ? 
We canma here, my baimies dear. 

For goud and gear to monm. 



The lambkins o'er ike flowery dell. 

In gambols wild and free,^ 
Enjoj the sweets, the halesome sweets, 

0' blissfu' liberty ; 
The fetters o' the prison-fauld 

The fleecy wanderers spurn, — 
Oh ! never think, my baimies dear. 

That we were made to mourn ? 



The miser k^isna o' the joys 
That nature's ridhes bring — 

He dreamsna o' the happiness 
That frae pure fedings spring ; 
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Amidst his golden heaps he pines 

To grasp a gilded nm, 
Nor thinks he that tho' Fortnne frowns 

We ne'er were made to monm. 

Oh ! wha would weary Kfe wi' sighs, 

For what they ne'er may hain, 
Or scrimp the needfu' o' a bite 

A safter conch to gain, 
And leave this warld o' loveliness 

Unfriended and forlorn ; 
Tho' snch we see, my baimies dear. 

We ne'er were made to monm. 



%^tmm0t^^0tm^0^090*0^0^^'^^^ 



A NURSWIT RHTKB. 

Wee, bonnie, dimpled cheekit Jeanie, 
Sae proud about your braw new peenie ; 
Beetlin' wi' thae baffie feet 
Till ye 're in a pour o' sweet ; 
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Tousliii a' Aat clew o' yaim, 
No ava like grannie's bairn. 
Aff my head the mutch ye '11 harl, 
Thou wee conceitie, waukrife barrel. 



Hand doun your ban's, it ill besets 
The bairn to break her grannie's spec's ; 
For ken, my dear, tho' ithers see 
Their neighbour's fauts wi' naked e'e, 
It tak's me whiles an unco pokin' 
To find a loose loop in my stockin' : 
S We 've failin's a', and aye may ye 

Your ain afore anither's see. 



jcn ori r'>r'>~w~T'' M^i~ i m w ~ ii ri_ r >r~ i 

A injRSERY RHYMB. 

Again has happy harvest come to cheer ilk cottage hes 
To sweeten lowly labour's toils wi' happiness and mirtl 
For lightsome hearts are owre the lawn, and plenty < 

the lea, 
Sae ye shall welcome harvest in, my bonnie balms, wi' me 




DORIC LAYS. 

\ 

The garden 's tint its gaudy garb, the glebe its robe o' green, 
For summer's sun the glade and glen another shade has gi'en; 
But love nae season kens but ane, then come, my bairns, 

wi* me, 
And welcome merry harvest in wi' a' its mirth and glee, 

The lily's lost its lovdiness, the thistle sheds its down, 
The tulip 's tint its summer braws, the buttercup its crown ; 
Bat fairer flowers are in the bowers o' love and charity, 
Sae welcome merry harvest in, my bonnie baims, wi' me. 



The nut and slae, owre bank and brae, in rip'ning clusters 

hing. 
And happy hearts, wi' harmless glee, now gar the welkin ring ; 
The reapers reap, the gleaners glean, a cantie sight to see, 
Then welcome merry hajhrest in, my bonnie baims, wi' me. 



I 



The wren has left her cozie cot, aboon yon siller spring, 
And haps in eerie laneliness, a waesome wearied thing ; 
Bat nature feeds wi' open hand ilk birdie on the tree, 
Sae ye shall welcome harvest in, my bonnie baims, wi' me. 
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The squirrel springs frae tree to tree ; the eident ant has ^ 
To sip the bahny sweets o' thrift, and share the jojs o' ha 
And ye shall share a mother's care, and a' she has to gi' 
Sae welcome merry harvest in, my bonnie bairns, wi' m 



* ^*0*^^t0*0^0^0^0t0^^i^^mi0*^t0^ 



^ I9sins ^0t^n to "^tv €'^tStf. 

AiB— " Caledonia.'* 

I 'm wearing aff this weary warld 

Of trouble, toil, and tears, 
But thro' the dusk of death the dawn 

Of happiness appears. 
And, oh ! wi' a' I lo'ed sae weel 

It 's sair for me to part. 
The baimie at my breast who clung. 

The treasure o' my heart ; 

Who fondly toddled round my knee, 
When cauld misfortune's blast 

In eerie soughs gaed thro' my breast. 
And laid my bosom waste. 
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Fin wae to leave the friends I lo'e, 

In tearfu' grief forfaim, — 
Oh ! who can tell a mother's thoughts 

When parting wi' her bairn ! 

The tender twig, by nursing care, 

Wm grow a stately tree, 
But who will turn the withering blast 

Of warldly scorn frae thee ? 
The stranger's hand may crush my flower, 

May scaith its earthly peace ; 
But we shall meet to love for aye, 

Where toil and troubles cease. 



Ae kiss, a last fond kiss, my bairn, 

And then, oh then we part ! 
Ae kiss, my ain, my only bairn ! 

Ere breaks my widowed heart. 
I 'm laith to leave ilk lovesome thing 

Thro' life I 've ca'd mine ain ; 
Oh ! who can read a mother's heart 

When parting wi' her wean I 
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Mother ! dear mother ! hand up my heid^ 
Put the claes on my feet, sae cauld and deid, 
And I '11 kiss your broo, and I '11 daut your neck — 
But, oh ! dinna tell me your heart will break. 

Mother ! dear mother ! I *m gaun awa', 
Where the mists o' the gloamin' never fa', 
And where nae kind hearts wi' grief are riven ; 
When ye greet then ye grudge me the joys o' Heavei 

Mother ! dear mother ! when I 'm awa', 

Ye 'U gie my wee brither my bools and my ba', 

And when my schule*copy or books ye see. 

Ye '11 think ye hae word, my ain mother, frae me. 



Fareweel, dear faither ! aye dear to me, 
Tho' the tear winna come to your sorrowfu' e'e — 
I fain would bide wi' ye, while fears I hae nane 
To gang to the gloomy kirkyard my lane. 
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My mother shall pass some nidits o' pain, 
Syne her grief will calm in her love for the wean ; 
But your heart's in the mools, and ye 11 weary to be 
In a happier hame wi' my sister and me. 

My dearest, my dai'ling, the father said, 
(And no tear fell on that loved one's bed,) 
The fountains of sorrow may deluge mine heart, 
But in Heaven we '11 meet never more to part. 



%ee^. 



Mutie by D. TaUor—Sumphonies and AccompaninunUfor the 
Pianojbrtx by 3/. fVUson. 



Blaw, wint'ry winds blaw, 
Ye but echo my strain, 

Yom- murmurings are music 
To hearts tom wi' pain ; 
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And sad shall my sang be, 
For, oh ! I am wae 

For Leah, the lovely. 
Now cauld in the clay. 



The spnng tune may come, 

Wr the hum o' the bee. 
The sang o' the lintie 

May ring owre the lea ; 
But naething can cheer me, 

For, oh ! I am wae 
For Leah, the lovely. 

Now cauld in the clay. 



^ttS^^ljo'N^N^v 



Sweet summer ye 'U come, 

Wi' your blossoms an' bloom- 
Thy banks, bonny Devon, 

To bathe in perfume ; 
Ns^e pleasure ye 11 bring me. 

For, oh ! I am wae 
For Leah, the lovely, 

Now cauld in the clay. 
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The hairst, yellow hairst, 

In its gladness and glee^ 
May sprinkle wi' gowd draps 

The fruit-laden tree ; 
Bat sad shall my sang be, 

For, oh ! I am wae. 
For Leah, the lovely, 

Now cauld in the day. 



dflota ^Uen^' 



Mutic by W. M*La». 



WEEL I lo*e the mountain's broo 
Where blooms the heather bell, 

weel I lo'e ilk broomy knowe 
Adoon yon flowery dell — 



The above verses were suggested by the unfortunate issue of a friend's 
courtship, and written in the winter of 1842 
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Where wand'ring, natal Clyde, to thee 

In a' its silvery sheen 
The bumie rows roun' fairy bowers 

Where won sweet Flora Steen. 



weel I lo'e the moontain's broo 

When summer days grow lang, 
weel I lo'e ilk heath'rie howe 

Ardgowan's hills amang. 
For there, when gleam'd the gloamin' star, 

When bower an' brake were green, 
Like spirit frae some sinless warl', 

I Ve met fair Flora Steen. 




But days an' years ha'e gaen sin's3ntte, 

An' painfu' nights ha'e pass'd ; 
An' flatt'rin' frien's ha'e tum'd my faes, 

And a' my hopes o'ercast — 
Sin' 'neath the thorn aboon the mill. 

By mortal e'e unseen. 
When wild flowers shed their scented sweets 

I woo'd fiur Flora Steen. 



• ORie LAYS. 



Oh, Love ! ye 're like the glimmering light, 

That flickers o'er the fell. 
To wile the weary wand'rer where 

Nae tongae his tale may telL 
And fickle as the fitfu' lowe, 

That mns the rigs between, 
Was she, the lassie o' my love, 

The £Euthle8s Flora Steen I 



-'^'<i^*^^0^0*^t0*^mt0^0^f^^*0*^^*^ 



Hurra ! for the land o' the broom-cover'd brae, 
The hmd o' the rowan, the haw and the slae ; 
Where waves the bine harebell in dingTe and giad( 
The land o' the pibroch, the b<mnet, and plaid. 



Hurra ! for the hills o' the cromlech and cairn, 
Where blossoms the thistle by hillocks o' fern ; 
There Freedom in triumph an altar has made 
For holiest rites in the land o' the plaid. 
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A coronal wreath where the wild flowers bloon^ 
To ganush the martyr and patriot's tomb : 
Shall their names ever pmsh — ^their fame ever fad< 
Who ennobled the land o' the bonnet and plaid t 

hame o' my baimhood, ye hills o' my love I 
The haunt o' the freeman for aye may ye prove ; 
And honoured forever be matron and nuud^ 
In the land o' the heather, the bonnet, and plaid. 

Hurra I for the land o' the deer and the rae, 
0' the gowanie glen and the bracken-clad brae^ 
Where blooms our ain thistle in sunshine and shad 
Dear badge o' the land o' the bonnet and plaid. 



Air—** Lowland kutie vriU (km go," 

Wanderino wild bee from the flowers 
Pearly with the summer showers, 
Bring thy balmy treasures sweet. 
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Lay them at my lassie's feet, 
To love's banquet come wild bee- 
My Mary sweetly smiles on me. 



Hoaiy hawthorn bu^ yonr bloom 
Rich in summer's soft perfume, 
Oak and alda* wave yomr bonghs 
O'er Glendevon's thymy knowes, 
All to beauty bend the knee-— 
My Mary fondly smiles on me. 

Woodland warblers rouse the glade, 
Where your vows to love are piud, 
Viewless forms of fairy fey 
Lilt a winsome witching lay, 
Softness breathe o'er bush and tree — 
My Maiy sweetly smiles on me. 

Weary careworn toiler come, 
Leave the dusky (sty's hum. 
Where Ihy days few pleasures know. 



• •RIC LAYS. 

And thj nights are ni^its of woe> 
To the woodlands come with 
My Mary winna fix)wn on thee. 



Fashions flimsy bntterfly 
Drain the cap of folly dry, 
Shmi the pleasores of the oot^ 
By the bustling crowd forgot. 
Cringing fidsehood fawns on the^— * 
My Mary's smile is heaven to me. 

MuHe bjf 7. Maniin, tear. 

The gentie gowan steekB its e'e, 

Aneath the fa'ing foggie ; 

An' ini awa' to Menstiy glen^ 

To meet the lass o' Logic, 

Awa' wi' care, wi' canld despair, 

0' Men's 1 11 aye be vogie ; 
A plack I hae for weary wae, 
My love for Ann o' Logic. 



DORIO LAYS. 

Wi' onj lass in Devon dele, 
A king might share his ooggie ; 

Bat qaeen owre a' for aye maun be, 
The bonnie lass o' Lo^e. 
Awa' wi' care, &c. 

The shepherd lo'es the sunny brae, 
His lammies and his doggie ; 

I wonder what I e'er could lo'e, 
Afore the lass o' Lo^e? 
Awa' wi' care, &c. 

The lovelicht flickers frae her e'en, 
Like spunkies owre a boggie ; 

Her smile's the sunshine o' my life — 
The bonnie lass o' Logie. 
Awa' wi' care, &c. 

I 'm aye sae laith to tell my love. 
Her e'e says, " Bashfu' body. 

Ye '11 no gie owre your dummie gaits, 
An' bless the kss o' Logie." 
Awa' wi' care, &c. 






I « 
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Love's liken'd to a wylio wean, 

A wilfii' wanton roguie — 
Ha ! weel I ken he 's thow'd the heart 
0' bonnie Ann o' Lo^e ! 

Awa' wi' care, wi' canld despair, 

0' Men's I '11 aye be vogie ; 
A plack I hae for weary wae, 
My love for Ann o* Logie. 



Am—" AfU'AUleagan" * 

I 'm laith to leave Ardgowan glen, 

The bnmie's cantie din. 
My cottage where the cushat coos — 

Her love lay owre the lin. 



* Vide Albyn's Anthology, vol. Ist, page ISth. 
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I canna, no, I dauma think 
My baimhood's hannts to flee, 

Where I hae bnilt a bonny bower, 
My Ochil Maid, for thee. 

The broom may scent the smmy knowes, 

Aroon' my lassie's sheil. 
An' summer's sweets may ne'er forsake 

The braes she loe's sae wed ; 
Bat love has spread a honey'd feast. 

Where care can never be, 
Aneath the bower, the bonny bower. 

That I hae built for thee. 



The gaudes o' wealth we winna seek, 
They 're £Eishious as they 're vain — 

Within our cozie bield we 'U hae 
A heaven o' our ain. 

And happiness shall be our lot. 
And happy we will dee. 

Syne sleep t^egither where I 've bmlt 
. A bonny bower for thee. 
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The bracken and the heather brae 

0' baimhood's love and glee, 
My faither's cot, my kith an' kin, 

My sonny hills 1 11 lea' ; 
And should a sigh come frae my heart, 

A feckless tear-drap fa' — 
For scenes I ne'er may see again, 

Ye 'U kiss that tear awa'. 



When ye sit down to sing a sang 

0' Scotland's wae or weal, 
Or lilt a lay o' auld langsyne, 

I 'U to my spinnin' wheel ; 
And should the simple strain to min' 

Jie thought o' hame reca', 
And bring a tear-drap to my e'e, 

Ye H kiss that tear awa'. 
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The Edpie on the banks o' Gryfe 

May mak' an eerie din, 
And waefn' donn Ardgowan glen 

May songh the wintry win' ; 
The wanderer we will wekome in 

And should a tear-drap &' 
In pity for the hameless poor, 

Ye 11 kiss that tear awa'. 



y^^i^^^^^»^^^»^^^^»»^i^^^^^^ 
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Musk ky WWkm M*Laf, 

The grey mist now gatherin' 

O'er Glume's lanely towers, 
May balsam wounds left by 

The bee on the flowers ; 
But soothe it can never 

My sorrow and shame, 
For nae door now opens 

To welcome me hame. 
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Oh neirer again shall 

I see the laird's son, 
Wha led me to rnin 

And left me undone ; 
But ae stamie shines o'er 

The Devon's pure breast, 
To wile me awa' where 

The warld-weary rest. 



Then row, dearest Devon, 

Sweet river, row on. 
By thee I 've been happy, 

When ae starnie shone ; 
And when I am laid 

Where the hoar willows wave, 
The flame star will shine 

On my low narrow grave. 
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9n 9ttUi ^coUiff^ Bmi^ 

Bring ben bow and fiddle, my add wifie dear, 

Like onrsels they 're the wanr baith o' tear and o' wear, 

Bat ae tone I 'U scrieve ye, tho' feckless my ban'. 

And a lilt it ^iiall be o' onr ain heather Ian' — 

The hame o' our baimhood, sae &moas in sang ; 

leeze me, auld Scotland, on thee and on sang ! 

0' them that hae cheer'd as, when waesome were we, 
The praises we 11 sing till the day that we dee ; 
And when oar last hoar comes — ^as socm, soon it mast — 
May their sangs soagh aboon as when laid in the dast. 
An auld Scottish sang, a gold aold Scottish sang. 
May we go to oar graves wi' the honours o' sang. 



We 'H sing o' the bard wi' the '* Wonderfo' Wean," 
To match him at sangs for the bairns there are nane ; 
May the joys of his heart ever blink firae his e'e, 



L_ 
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Wi' little to fash him and far less to dree. 

An anld Scottish sang, a gnid auld Scottish sang— 

weel Willie loes a gold anld Scottish sang. 

Slee Robbie comes ont wi* " Anld Peter Macraw * V 
Sic a portrait he paints as the warld never saw ; 
But when he gets fii', as the new year comes in, 
foul fa' the loon wha would " keep in the pin.'' 
An auld Scottish sang, a gnid auld Scottish &»iig, 
A tumbler for Robbie, o' punch, and a sang I 

Ye cauld- water wights, owre your dribblins o* tea, 
If care ye would conjure, the heUcon pree ; 
For dear to the Muse is the steam o' the still, 
And what can gie life like a bicker o' yill? 
A coggie o' peat-reek, the mither o' sang, 
We 11 hand by, the wells o' affection to fang. 



A bumper to Charley, the minstrel marine, 
May never the saut tears o' grief blin' his een ! 
Till he sing wi' the seraph in heaven abune, 



Where a gawd harp bespangled wi' puds he 11 tunc, 
im (hen, wi' a aang — a gnid anld Scottish s&ng— 
He *11 no think the winter nidits eerie or lang. 

There 's Jamie, the bard o' our love and our pride, 
wi' his Waiiet o' Bangs for the Scotch ingle side ; 
May the lilta o' hia lyre ring owrc valley an' brae, 
"nil Ail8a wi' Bass dance a jig owre a atrae, 
We 'U aye think the mair o' the bard and his sang 
Whft leaius Iho weans wiadora afore theg can gang. 

The clerk wha can tak' a bit " kiw 'hint the door," 
Or aaflen our hearts wi' his sangs and his lore, 
We 11 sing o' (tho' not in »o lofty a strain 
As he 'woke at the Wizakd o' ABBcnsFORD's faue.) 
The honours o' sang, o' goid auld Scottish sang, 
To him and to his may they ever belang. 



Wha sings o' the bkwart, the hip, and the sine, 
0' the land o' the thistle and heather-clad brae — 
Wha sings o' the salmon, the deer, and the fawn, 
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Wi' a gim owre his shouther, a rod in bis han', 
Nae wanner heart beats Scotia's minstrels amang. 
Than the lad wha gars Till lonp wi' joy to his sang. 

0' mur we micht sing, but the nichts wearin' late, 
The Devon rins owre, and the hills brew a spate, 
Bendeuch's grisly beard 's got a sprinklin' o' gray, 
And scowlin', he bids blither Benbuck gude-day. 
Let a' come that may come the winter nicht lang — 
We '11 share what we hae in the spirit o' sang. 



Lay by bow and fiddle, my ain kindly dear. 
And toom out a drappie, our auld hearts to cheer ; 
Syne 'neath the warm blankets, till morning blinks be 
We 11 dream o' sic joys as the warld winna ken : 
In peace and contentment we 'U eke out life's span, 
And fricht awa' care wi' an auld Scottish sang. 
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Th£ sivet lake bland, like s dream of the blest, 

Reflects the first rays of the bright afar of even. 

The iniiistreb of nature have Hunk into rest, 

And the hills are embalmed with the fragrance of heaven. 



Slow sanntering the herd-boy cora<^s whistling along. 
Nor curbs his rnde charge in their gamboIUngs wild ; 
Now soft o'er the fields cornea the miik-maideo's song, 
Or the lilt of the cottar's wife fondling her child. 



THE CHRISTIAN COTTAGER. 



But see ye yon cot in the gloom of the glen, 
Where hovers the bee o'er a banquet of heath ? 
Afar from the haunts and the vices of men — 
Few wild flowers bloom there for the minstr^ to w 

Still pass it I ne'er could, for 'neath yon thatched r 
Ambition might blush o'er its follies and pride ; 
Humility give lucre's minion reproof, 
Or the cares and the woes of the worldling deride. 

But he who gave life and delight to the scene, 
Now silently sleeps 'neath the grass-covered sod, 
i Whose joys the reviler of Truth should have seai. 
Has passed in the ripeness of years to his God. 



\ 



( 
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I saw him when life's lamp burnt glimm'rmg and d 
Ere death had the soft bands of worn nattire riven, 
When fslth. had surmounted the barriers of sin, 
And lit up the path of the pilgrim to heaven. 
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THE CHBICTIAN COTTAGER. 



I Ve known the fair cheek of the maiden betray 
The bosom-bom secret of beauty and love, 
In nature's pnre language, in truth's bright array, 
The low whispered vows I 've heard virtue approve 




And when the pine faggot blazed bright in the cot, 
I Ve seen the fond mother caress the fair child, 
And from the dark leaves of her memoiy blot 
Her cares and her sorrows when innocence smiled. 

And when the fond husband returned from his toils, 
To the home of his youthful love happy and gay. 
How oft have I shared in the soft winning smiles 
That wore the rude crust of his manhood away. 



I 've seen the wild joys of the exile returned, 
Unfettered and free to the land of his love ; 
His pure heart the trammels of tyranny spumed — 
Such feelings are holy, they come from above. 



THE DEATH OF SAUL. 



But ne'er fix)m the bright eye of beauty may beam, 
Ere pride has overshadowed the dawning of worth, 
The peace-speaking mildness, the soul-softening glean 
That told the last hour of the peasant on earth* 

Nor yet the fond mother nor husband have shown, 
Nor exile returned to the scenes of his youth. 
The rapturous pleasures that peasant had known 
When faith stilled his cares at the fountain of truth. 



II. SAMUSL, I.. XXi. 

■v. 

Bind yc the cypress, fair daughters of Zion, " 
That erst with the timbrel could waken the lay ; 
Gird on the sackcloth, fair daughters of Zion, 
The strength of the mighty has faded aAvay. 
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THE DEATH OF SAUL. 
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Gilboa ! no dew let thy green herbage cherish— 
Let spring and bleak winter on thee be the same ; 
On thy green-crested heights let the tall cedar perish — 
On thee great Jehovah's anomted lies slain. 

Let Ekron rejoice, and the warriors of Grath 

Unbuckle the heloHet, in peace to recline ; 

Let Graza the wine cap of Askelon quaff, 

And thy first fruits, Azotus, be brought to the shrine. 

The mighty are fallen ! the weapons of war, 
Incrusted with blood, lie unsheathed on the plain ; 
The dond-scaling eagle espies £rom a&r, 
A feast 'mongst the valiant on Gilboa slain. 



But, heard ye that voice 1 — ^'twas Jehovah that spake ! 
Philistia ! Philistia ! no more shall rejoice I 
Of thy banquets the children of Ur shall partake. 
And the lures of thy maidens no more shall entice. 




In thy halls shall the tiger at midnight carouse, 
And the jackal, unscathed, tread the temple of Baal ; 
Unbnried, thy dead shall conta^on difiiise, 
And none shall be left o'er thy fate to bewail. 



^uttttimal Stavifafi. 

How beantifnl, how beautiful, 
Autumnal bright and flEur, 

Has nature tinged the &ding year. 
Then why should we despair? 



The gardens teem with fruits and flowers, 
The fields with golden grain ; 

These are the gifts of Heaven to man — 
Then why should he complain? 



How beaatiful yon pebbled bay, 
With ships from every dime, 

With luxuries from every land ; 
Then why should we repine ? 

How glorious yon waterfall 

That bounds 'twixt earth and heaven ; 
Behold yon fragment dark and huge, 

In nature's childhood riven. 




From off yon rugged peak, where dwells 

The eagle bold and free, 
The noblest of the feathered tribe. 

The bird of liberty I 

For he no tyrant lordling owns, 
With power by wealth increas'd ; 

No tinsel plaything is his, God, 
For Nature is his priest ! 
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y ^^ IMMORTALITY. 
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And circling in his dondy hall, 
\ From vile oppression freed ; 

No earthly tyrant's power he owns, 
For Freedom is his creed ! 



How beautiftd, how beautiftd, 
Yon mountain's towering peak, 

Above whose hoar uncultured brow, 
The storms of winter sleep : 

But far more beautiful the path 

In lowly virtue trod ; 
By him who wipes the mourner's tears, 

Whose heart is with his God ! 
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SmtnortoUts< 



Where, Immortality, on earth 

Hast thou thy home I Hast thou thy birth 

In pyramid of ancient days? 



DOIOBTALmr. 

By obelisk or scnlptnred vase 
Where storied dost unconscious lies 
Of pompons rites or obseqnies I 

Art thou the genius of the wave 
That Britain's blissful islets lave? 
The ruler of the rustling breeze 
That wafts her gems o'er sunny seas 
To deck thy brows, my sisters fidr, 
Or sparkle in thy mantling hair? 
Thine, loveliest, is the power to free 
The imprisoned soul of -poesy. 
And thine the soft and winning grace 
That records of our woes deface, — 
But lovelier £eu: the cultured mind 
With flowers that may our passions bind. 

Where, Immortality, art thou ? 
In Druid's cave, on mountain's brow? 
By mossy cairn, where warriors sleep, 
Dost thou thy silent vigils keep ? 
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IMMORTALITY. 



Or softiy sweep the Doric lyre 
Where patriots lit the beacon fire, 
And raised, my Fatherland, in thee, 
Thy temple, glorious Liberty 1 
Wake, Minstrel, win a deathless name — 
Embalm in song thy country's fame, 
Ere penury, with ruthless power, 
Assails thy cold unsheltered bower. 
To blight the fragile flowers that spring 
Around enchantress Fanc/s ring. 
The joys of earth thy home may flee, 
Yet God thy friend and hope shall be. 



Oh, ImmortaUty, how vain 
On earth to seek thy hallowed fane : 
We know thee not though powers unseen 
Portray thy form in fancy's dream ; 
We grasp the fleeting phantom — praise — 
On fame our visioned hopes we raise ; 
But thou, the zest of earthly leaven, 
Dwellest amongst the bowers of Heaven. 



Lord, my God ! I come to Thee, 
With faltering voice, and bended knee, 
In accents lowly, as the breath 

That stills' the ravish'd sonl in death. 

1 trembling come before Thy throne, 
And place my trust in Thee alone. 

My father's God, I come to Thee, 

When darkness shrouds the earth and sea — 

When all those little stars above 

Are lit by Thee, thou God of love. 

Beneath a load of care and grief. 

In Thee, my God, I find relief. 



When guardian Angels o'er the deep, 
Their sacred vi^ nightly keep ; 
When o'er the soul of hopeful youth, 
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THE orphan's prayer. 



Are vision'd joys of love and tnith. 
Then, Oh, my God ! with heavenly care, 
Protect a lowly chfld of prayer. 

Let friends forsake, and grief o'ercast, 
And sorrow lay my bosom waste, 
Let dark misfortmie's blighting power, 
On me her festering viols pour. 
When 'neath thine all-protecting care, 
1 11 calm my troubled soul in prayer. 

When sickness lays my feverish head 
Where worldly joys in anguish fade ; 
Where prince and peasant, trembling own, 
That bliss is found through Thee alone — 
Be then of heavenly gifts my share, 
Acceptance of an Orphan's prayer. 



Ere yet life's troubled race is run — 
In death ere sinks my setting sun — 
Oh ! may my soul exulting prove 
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The glories of Thy boundless love ; 
Then heavenly joys with Thee to share, 
1 11 live and die a child of prayer. 
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'*Let us think of them that sleep/' 

A UTTLE boy, a beauteous little boy, 
Lay slumbering at the gates of paradise ; 
And ever and anon as spirits passed 
From this bleak world on embassies divine, 
They wondering gazed to sec such loveliness 
Without the confines of their blest abode. 

Fraught was the heavenly train with souls of men 
Made pure and perfect in Siloam's pool — 
The cleansing fountain of redeeming love. 
From lyres, refulgent as the fitful gleam 
Of Polar skies, or autumn's setting sun. 
Each seraph brought a strain sjrmphonious to 
The gentle breathings of that sinless child. 





THE BEATIFIED BOY. 



And joyed to see the silken lashes raised 

From those bpght eyes, which seemed imploringl] 

To ajsk, who brought m^ here f In ecstasy 

The angelic host ador'd ; for beauty, 

As before them lay, was seldom fonnd 

On earth beneath or worlds above the sun. 

And through them ran the story of his life, 

How from a poisonons soil a lily sprung 

Too fair to bloom on earth — ^transplanted hence ; 

No weeds nor brambles intercept the rays 

Which beam to beautify the flowers of grace. 

One little hand was raised to veil that brow, 
So innocently calm, as bashfuUy 
The cherub gazed upon the radiant throng. 
And saw love beaming from each countenance ; 
Entranced to know that happiness was his, 
The smothered wish in fervent whispers fell 
From those fair lips, " Oh, were my mother here ! 
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THE END. 
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